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THE SAME OLD BOOM. 


C. A. D.:—It’s no matter how big this Tilden bubble gets—I can burst it at any time!”’ 
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<a Marp that once through Rossa’s halls 
Its soul of discord shed, 
Now hangs as mute on Rossa’s walls 
As opiumed babes in bed. 


This isn’t quite true. It is poetic license, 
after a fashion; but it breathes a hope not 
wholly without foundation. For when a con- 
vention of Irishmen shows sense enough to snub 
O’Donovan Rossa, there is a faint possibility, 
dawning away off on the horizon, that other 
Irishmen may in time acquire as much gump- 
tion as the average Saxon. Of course it is rather 
stretching a point to congratulate ourselves and 
the world at large on the fact that an absurd 
gathering does not do the very absurdest thing 
it could do. Still, it is much to be thankful 
for from an Irish convention, 

# 
# * 

Lord, how Philadelphia did reek with pa- 
triotism last week! Patriotism of a sort that 
smelt very much like whiskey; but that is a 
side issue. Patriotism walked hand-in-haad with 
courage, and the patriots convened and de- 
nounced the murtherin’ Sassenach with a com- 
plete disregard of expense in the way of bar-bills 
and consequences in the way of headaches. 
Courageous? Why, bless you, there was not a 
patriot there who trembled—except one patriot 
with the jim-jams. Didn’t they defy the Queen of 
England and all manner of constituted author- 
ity? Didn’t they call Gladstone bad names, 
and Forster worse names? Courageous? Why, 
it paled the glories of those heros who stab 
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landlords in the back and those champions 
of liberty who feed needles to the cattle of 
their rent-paying neighbors.. But what we want 
to know is whether our Government at Wash- 
ington will show as much courage when it 
comes to settling with the British Government 
the bill for damages incurred by harboring 
open enemies of a nation with which we have 


a treaty of peace. 


* 
* * 


It has been said by unfeeling people that the 
Irishmen who got up the Philadelphia Conven- 
tion incurred no danger by their ostentatious 
display of defiance. ‘This is not true. ‘There 
was one Irishman, at least, who could not have 
done it without risking his liberty. That man’s 
name was Charles Stewart Parnell, the un- 
daunted lib—oh, yes, that’s so—we’d forgotten. 
He wasn’t there. 

* - * 


The Tilden presidential bubble is blooming 
again with all the hues of the flowers of spring, 
and it is quite as frail a thing. Every now and 
then Mr. Dana, of the Suz—our E. C.—our 
very E, C.—puffs the breath of life into it, and 
it assumes large proportions and takes on all the 
dazzling gorgeousness of hope and ambition. 
This may seem an unwise thing to do, for it 
might well result, some time, in the bubble’s 
solidifying, as political bubbles, unlike material 
bubbles, sometimes do, But Mr. Dana probably 
knows his bubble, and just when to prick it; 
and if it amuses him, without doing any injury 
to Mr, Tilden, there is no reason why he should 
not blow his pretty bubble, to the delight of 
the rural Democratic press. Yet, if the bubble 
should ever, in the course of some strange 
political metamorphosis, become a boom—what 
will Mr. Dana do then? You can prick a bub- 
ble; but it is not always so easy to burst a boom. 


* 
* * 


The great political parties are in a quandary. 
They would be willing to give almost anything 
to get rid of the tariff question. But, like 
Banquo’s ghost or a young man who can’t 
grow a moustache, it won’t down. The truth 
is that neither the Democratic nor the Repub- 
lican managers have any very distinct ideas on 
the subject of Tariff Reform. They don’t 
know how to tackle the question, and they 
treat it as gingerly as possible for fear of mak- 
ing some terrible mistake. 





There are many political magnates of both 
sides who are prepared to be either Free-Trad- 
ers or Protectionists; but they want to be cer- 
tain that, whichever way they turn, they will 
be on the safe side, and retain whatever they 
may have of power and patronage. The ques- 
tion has been treated in so unstatesmanlike a 
manner that it is now too late to make it a 
plank in either presidential platform. It must 
be reserved for a great and honest new party 
—an Independent party—to put the tariff on 
a basis suited to the wants of the community. 
The existing parties have had their chance, 
and have signally failed. 

* 
# * 

Although this earth, according to highly re- 
putable geologists, has been in existence many 
hundreds of millions of years, and man a mil- 
lion or so, it seems as if he would never acquire 
common sense or gain knowledge by experi- 
ence. Owing to some red-tape nonsense and 
antiquated phraseology in the Brooklyn Bridge 
Bill, the trustees have discovered that they 
would be committing burglary, arson and mur- 
der, to say nothing of other high crimes and 
misdemeanors, by permitting foot-passengers to 
cross the structure without paying toll. Of 
course the question can be settled by the Al- 
bany Legislature in five minutes, but it ought 
never to have been raised at all. Let the bridge 
be free to everybody and everything. The 
people have paid for building it, and, as they 
will have to pay for keeping it in order, it is 
better that the money for the purpose should 
be taken proportionately from the revenue of 
both cities, rather than the citizens should be 
hampered by the medizval system of tolls. 





CHEWINGUMINE 

is the latest substitute for the old and obnoxious chewing- 
gum, and contains neither resin, wax nor rubber. It is 
highly recommended by clergymen, and has the indorse- 
ment of the faculty of Vassar College. It is in constant 
use by Miss Mary Anderson. We guarantee it not to 
injure the teeth nor to produce bunions. 

Have you read down all this way ? 

Then permit us to quietly say 

That we wish to tell you the gay 

PICKINGS FROM PUCK 
Will be out soon. 


25 cents. —Aadv. 








AGITATORS, 





IRtsH SOCIETIES AND 





ATTENTION! 








CONVENTIONS WILL FIND THE ABOVE LITTLE DEVICE VERY CONVENIENT. 















































PUCK. 





THE TOWN TERRIER. 


The other day, while 
Re going down the cellar- 
' =<! steps for a scuttle of 


coal, I met Lord Gran- 
ville. 

“Where are you go- 
ing, my Lord ?” I asked. 

“TI am just going 
down thestreet a piece,” 
responded His Lord- 
ship, in his most urbane 
and gracious manner: 
“to be shaved by an 
Irish barber.” 

“Are you not afraid 
to be shaved by an Irish- 
man at this time ?”’ 

“Oh, no,” replied His 
Lordship: “I have a 
particular reason for 
being shaved by an 
Irishman. 1| want to get 
some Phoenix Park in- 

_ formation; and the bar- 
pat |“ peris the man who al- 
ways undertakes to give 
you information.” ‘Then we took a drink and 
separated. 











As I was driving my dromedary team down 


the Boulevard, the other day, I ran across and | 
over my old friend J. A. Froude. Picking him 


up and dusting him off, I inquired: 

“ Well, Ant, old man, how is the private-cor- 
respondence-publishing business getting along ?”’ 

“First rate, dear boy,” he replied: “since I 
priuted Mrs. Carlyle’s letters I have only been 
called a traitor, a liar, a horse-thief, a pachyder- 
matous mud-turtle, a cowboy, a crank, a Cana- 
dian, an incendiary, a catamaran, an isothermal 
polyhedron and a slob.” 

“That just makes you feel natural, doesn’t 
it?” said I, 

“Just about. Know what I’m going to do 
next ?” 

“is, 

“Publish Carlyle’s tailor’s bills. See you 
later.” 





It may not be generally known that it was I 
who first introduced the late William Shakspere 
to the notice of the public. 


“ Bill,” I remarked one morning, as we were | 
| I said, pathetically: 


strolling down to the Globe Theatre to see 


Miss Stella Sidney, the great serio-comic artist, | 


in her wonderful act of “ Driven from Home,”’ 
with song and dance: “ Bill, why don’t you 
write a play ?” 

“ What zs a play ?” he inquired. 

I explained to him. 

“ Blessed if I don’t make one,” he said, when 
he understood the scheme: “I’ve got several 
volumes of Boucicault at home, and if you’ll 
lend me a pair of scissors, I’ll knock out a play 
in no time.” 

One month after, we sat together in a pros- 
cenium-box on the occasion of the first per- 


formance of “ Hamlet”’—the first of his plays, | 


and one which might well be reprinted now, 
by some enterprising publisher, for the benefit 
of those who have never seen it. 





As I was manicuring O’Donovan Rossa yes- 
terday morning, he asked me what I thought of 
dynamite. 

“ Very highly,” I replied. 

“ Why so ?”” he inquired. 

* Because it blows things to such a dizzy 
height,’? was my witty response. 

On another occasion he was anxious to know 
the amount of British gold deposited in America 
for the special corruption of Irish patriots. 

As I am treasurer of the fund, it was the 








most natural thing in the world for him to 
ask me, 

Imagine his surprise and disgust at my tell- 
ing him there was but three-and-sevenpence- 
halfpenny in the till, 





Another remarkable thing about the Irish 
Convention, which until this moment I have 
not seen fit to publish, is that / am the Presi- 
dent of the Convention. 

I am aware that I adopted another name 
before taking my seat and delivering my ad- 
dress. 

It was a pardonable subterfuge. I hope no- 
body will feel offended at the little joke. 





At the Salvini banquet, at the Brunswick, I 
talked upon various topics with Wong Chirg 
Foo, the editor of the Chinese American, I no- 
ticed that he spoke Italian with a strong Cath- 
ayan accent, 

He told me that Salvini wouldn’t be able to 
earn enough in China by acting to buy salt for 
pup-hash. His plays were too short. The 
Chinese liked the curtain to rise on the 1st of 
January and fall on the 31st of December, and 
no let-up between acts. 





It was entirely owing to me that Abbey’s 
Cockney rival managed to secure Patti for the 
coming season. 

I did so because I wanted to save Abbey 
from an unnecessary expense. 


will you charge to sing for me for one hundred 
nights ?” 

“For you,” the diva answered, good-natured- 
ly, with a touch of pity in her tones: “ nothing, 
my more than father.” 

“Addie, dearest, you are too generous, I 


| couldn’t accept such an offer. Mention a fig- 


ure,” 

“Well, then,” said she: “what do you say 
to twenty thousand dollars a sing ?” 

“ Done,” I quickly responded: “but on one 
condition,” 

“ Name it,”’ Patti warbled. , 

“Tt is that you do not sing for the Cockney 
under five-thousand-five-hundred a night. You 
may keep the amount for pocket-money.” 





The Reverend R. Heber Newton consulted 
with me, the day before yesterday, as to the 
action he should take on the charges of heresy 
made against him. After profound deliberation, 


“ Heb, dear boy, I see no-course open for 
you but to join a base-ball club.” 








A PRESIDENTIAL ALPHABET, 





A is for Arthur, who wants it again; 
B is Ben Butler and Bayard and Blaine. 
C is for Conkling and Cleveland elate; 
D ’s David Davis and Dana, both great. 
E is for Edmunds and Evarts, too thin; 
F is for Folger, who knows how to win. 
G is for Grant—if the Stalwarts can do it; 
H is for Hancock and Hendricks and Hewitt. 
I is for Ingersoll, Bible believer; 
J is for Jones, who has also the fever. 
K is John Kelly—if Tilden should run; 
L is for Logan and Abe Lincoln’s son. 
M is Mahone, a most miserable midget; 
N is a Nobody, all in a fidget. 
O is for Ostracized hayes, planting peas; 
P is for Palmer and Paterson, please. 
Q is Judge Quecham, not likely to pass; 
R is for Randall and Robeson, alas! 
S is for Sherman, who will be rejected; 
T is for Thurman and Tilden, elected. 
U is the Union they all want to save; 
V is the Votes in a new tidal wave. 
W ’s Warfare of Words without end; 
X is Xcitement that should n’t attend. 
Y is the Yells of the winners so bold; 
Z is the Zero of those in the cold. 

H. C. DoncE. 











Puckerings. 





A Corn Crop—The Chicken’s. 





* A Hor Bep—The One Nearest the Roof in 
a Country Hotel in August. 





AND Now we all begin to see 
‘The red kite tangled in the tree. 





THE KEEPER of a boarding-house is never too 
beforehand about introducing strawberries. 





Now THE oysters 
Are getting ready for their summer cloisters, 





IF AN actor should turn clergyman, would it 
not be eminently proper to denominate him a 
faith-cured ham ? 


SOON THE sea-side clerk will grin 
In his mammoth diamond pin, 





DoMEsTIC ECONOMY is the art of lowering 
the butcher’s bill and smoking twenty-five-cent 
cigars at the same time. 





NEXT MONTH we ’Il eat the pullet, 
And eke the cholera bullet. 





WHEN A MAN arrives home at two o’clock in 


_ the morning, and his wife slams her foot down 
. Re . | without saying a word, it may be regarded as 
“Addie, you roguish little darling, how much | ying / y 8 


a storm signal, 





Now THE rose 
Gaily blows 
And the maple-syrup flows. 





CANINE INTELLIGENCE is beautifully illus- 
trated by a dog who recently, while passing a 
tin-shop, and seeing a lot of kettles in the win- 
dow, turned tail and ran for his life. 





Is 1T not high time 

To predict the advent of fly-time, 
And the way the fly will perch 

On the bald-headed man in church? 





JosePH Cook has written an article on to- 
bacco, but fails to teach the secret of the art 
of carrying cigars in the vest-pocket in such a 
manner that one’s friends cannot detect them. 





Now THE garden ’s full of buds, 
And the house is full of suds. 
Suds, 
Buds, 
Buds, 
Suds. 





OF LATE, Croton-water, on the first and sec- 
ond floors of up-town dwellings, has been as 
scarce as a ton of coal containing 2,000 pounds. 
Oh! what a bloated monopolist Moses would 
have been, had he lived in this generation, go- 
ing around smiting faucets at so much a smite! 





THERE Is always an expression of extreme 
anxiety on the countenance of the dude, as he 
draws out his memorandum-book and gold 
pencil, and proceeds to take, from a sign on a 
man’s back, the address of the dealer who sells 
a Derby worth five dollars for two dollars-and- 
a-quarter,. 





THE Boston TZraveler demands to know if 
the Oregon is swearing very hard, when he 


“rolls on,” 
‘¢and hears no sound 
Save his own dashings.”’ 


Puck most decidedly and emphatically says 
“No.” For where the Oregon “rolls on” there 
can be no dams, 
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THE RussIAN REVOLUTIONISTS IN LINE—GOING TO SIBERIA. 


A BIG DIFFERENCE. 





XCiber—a se 








‘YHE IRisH REVOLUTIONISTS IN LINE—GOING TO TURN INFORMERS. 








FITZNOODLE IN AMERICA. . 





No. CCLXXIX. 
THE IRISH CONVENTION. 

Ya-as, our Lega- 
tion at Washington, 
aftah some corwe- 
spondence with me 
aw, actually pwayed 
that I would weport 
at Philadelphia, in 
ordah to watch the 
( curwious pwoceed- 
m// ings of a numbah 
tym, of Irwishmen who 
‘ wecently met in 
that place. 

No one was, ’pon my life, maw surpwised 
than I to find myself there, faw I have nevah 
taken a deep interwest in the doings of Irwish- 
men, although I am fwee to confess that I have 
a certain amount of admirwation faw the natur- 
wal appearwance of the countwy to which they | 
pwofess to belong. 

This Convention or Congwess, or whatevah 
it is called, attwacted fwom me a gweatah 
amount of attention than I was pwepared in| 
the first instance to give it.. Aftah I was com- | 
fortably seated in the Horticulturwal Hall, I | 
turned toward my fwiends of the Legation. I | 
will not aw mention their names, because it , 
might dwaw forth weferwences as to the use of 
Bwitish gold to cwush Ireland and the Irwish, for | 
which countwy and people I have, by-the-way, | 
a considerwable sympathy in some wespects. 

“ Aw,” I said to my fwiend who was in near- 
west pwoximity to me: “are all these gentle- 
men pwesent of the Milesian persuasion ?” 

His weply was in the affirmative, adding that | 
they were eithah Irwishmen or sons of Irwish- | 
men, 
“ Aw,’ I continued: “what, then, is the wea- 
son of their assembling he-ah?” 

“ Faw the purpose of making arwangements,”’ 
my fwiend whispered: “to secure a National 
Government faw Ireland.” 

“But wouldn’t our Government considah 
that tweason ?”’ I asked, with some surpwise. 

The wesponse was simply a shrwug of the 
shouldahs. 

“ Aw hang it, ye know,” I could not wefwain 
fwom wemarking: “if these gentlemen pwe- 
tend to be Amerwican citizens—and I undah- 
stand they do—I fail to see what wight they 











have to interfe-ah, in this public mannah, with 
the politics of what is to them a forweign coun- 
twy; and I am surpwised that a nation like the 
United States, fwiendly to Gweat Bwitain, al- 
lows it. I wondah what Amerwicans would 
say if a wegulah organization of Confederwate 
sympathizahs with the late webellious Southern 
States were to meet in London with a flourwish 
of twumpets, and openly pass wesolutions to 
ovahthwow pwactically the Amerwican Gov- 
ernment? Would a verwy public convention 
of Nihilists who are Amerwicans, who were de- 
sirwous of putting an end to the existence of 
the Wussian Government, be permitted he-ah ?” 

“TI cahn’t say,”’ was the only wemark I could 
dwaw forth. 

Verwy stwange countwy, this. Few of its 
citizens appe-ah to have nearly so much affec- 
tion faw it as faw the Eurwopean States whence 
they orwiginally came. 








TOGETHER. 





Sweetheart! Our memories barely reach 

The time when, each absorbed in each, 
Together 

To trysting-place we gaily tripped: 

Repeated, wife would say I’d slipped 
My tether. 


Sweetheart! Long years have glided by 
Since, underneath a clouded sky, 
Together 
We talked of love and nothing worse: 
In like position, now, I’d curse 
The weather. 


Sweetheart! I scarce can call to mind 

Those by-past days when we could find 
Together 

A kiss more precious than the earth: 

I’d deem, now, ten were hardly worth 
A feather. 


Sweetheart! It’s hard to think that I 
Once met (and let) thee buy-and-buy 
. Together 
Ice-cream and cake and soda, weak: ' 
But let thee, zow? I’d bid thee seek 
The nether! 


Sweetheart! Dost know the reason why 
We drop no tear and breathe no sigh 
Together 
When these old nightmares give us starts? 
Why, plainly, both of us have hearts 
Like leather! 
WALTER L. SAWYER. 











THE DIFFERENCE. 





They were walking down the street. 

“‘Won’t you have some ice-cream ?” he asked. 

“No, I thank you,” she lisped, in reply. 

“T would like to buy some of those Jacque- 
minot roses for you,” he said, as they passed 
a florist’s on the next block. 

“Oh, no,” she responded, timidly: “there is 
no use of getting any more. The ones you 
bought me last night are fresh yet.” 

“Isn’t there anything I can get you?” he 
asked: “Won’t you have some caramels, or 
soda-water, or something of that kind ?” 

“No,” she murmured, timidly. 

Then they were engaged. But she is not so 
modest now, because they are married. 

The other day they were out walking. 

“Don’t you think that is just a duck of a 
bonnet ?”” she inquired, as she pointed at a 
sumptuous straw hat. 

“ Yes,” he replied: “ it is lovely.” 

“And will you buy it for me?” she asked: 
“straw hats are just coming in now, you know.” 

The young man, who wondered how in the 
world he was going to settle the gas-bill, re- 
plied: 

“Certainly I shall buy it for you.” 

“‘ Now ?” she asked, as she clapped her hands 
together. 

“No, not now,” he replied. 

“When ?” she asked. 

“Why, next Christmas—it will be a nice 
Christmas present.” 








A HARD CASE. 
“ Bread—give me bread!” her tone 
Came piteously; whereat 
He handed her a stone— 


It weighed almost a carat! 
F. E. C. 





WwW. G. ©. A. F. 


Now BLossoms the hepatica, 
Now blossoms the hepatica, 
And on Moving Day 
The boy doth say: 
“T think I ’ve got sciatica!” 
And that ’s 
The reason he doesn’t have to 
help carry the parlor-stove, 
the hat-stand and the slats, 
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PUCK’S RURAL LOCALETTES. 


FoR THE BENEFIT OF PATENT-INSIDES. 


[ Z2ese notices will be found thoroughly trustworthy, and 
may be safely used by any country weekly. | 


Lilacs are in bloom. 
Go to Moody’s for ice-cream. 


House-cleaning has commenced. 
Eggs are down to ten cents a dozen. 


Refrigerators and ice-chests at Moore & Lit- 
tles’s. 


Martin’s photograph gallery leaves town next 
week, 





The cheese factory will be opened next Wed- 


-nesday. 


_ The rainfall yesterday makes the grass look 
greener. 





Pulsifer advertises a new invoice of boots 
and shoes. 


Deacon Mills is looking younger than he did 
ten years ago. 


The Methodist Sunday-school is to have.a 
new melodeon. 


W. L. Bixby returned yesterday after a short 
visit to Hicksville. 


’Squire Gower talks of shingling his barn. 
The barn needs it. 


The license question will be discussed at 
Music Hall shortly. 


Maguire’s stove-polish may be relied upon as 
a good article. Try it. 


W. R. Jones’s horse dropped a shoe yester- 
day down on the mill-road. 





Some tramps broke into the Methodist Church 
one night last week for shelter. 

While Miss Sadie Moore was out walking, 
one day last week, the wind blew her parasol 
out of her hand. 


A series of three sermons on “ The Future 


State’ will be delivered at the Dutch Reformed 


Church, Leeds, next month. 








Wells Muggitt has just invented a plough- 
share, which he intends to patent. 


“Uncle Tom’s Cabin” will be produced at 
Murchison on the 22nd, under the auspices of 
the G. A. R. Post. 


We are to have a base-ball club this season. 
It will be captained by Willet Brown. Willet 
is a good man behind the bat. 








THE EUROPEAN MAY-POLE. 

















































A VERY MERRY-GO-ROUND. 











THE LADYE’S KNIGHTE. 


THEN. 
And who comes mourninge thro’ the wood? 
It is the Lady Ysobelle, 
Upbourne-a by fausse men. 
Her sire is slain, 
She knoweth welle. 
No drenched lilye could 
More hapless be 
Than this ladye. 
Childe Merwyn rideth to the chace, 
Soundinge a merrie note 
Upon a windinge horn, 
When, sees forlorne 
A damsel with fair throate, 
A-wailinge her distresse. 
He gives a blaste, 
Then rideth faste. 
Synge, Muse, this younge and comely Knighte; 
The bloode a-streaminge poures, 
Three knaves lay slaine. 
The Ladye Ysobelle againe 
No longer doures, 
Nor trembleth in her frighte; 
But lyeth safe from harme 
On the Knighte’s arme. 


NOW. 
Mary Smith sits, her hand on her cheek, 
And looks over Madison Square; 
She sighs, for she has not seen for a week 
Her dearest friend Mildred Adair. 
Though the night is not dark, 
There are tramps in the park— 
The thought takes the curl from her hair. 
‘¢I ’d rather meet tramps than a woman I know— 
Mrs. Grundy and her polite stare; 
Her ‘oh’s’ and her ‘ah’s,’ and her very great show 
Of interest,” said Mary: ‘I fear 
The lights in the park ; 
More than tramps in the dark. 
Chaste Friendship, I call on thee. Hear!” 
She touches a spring. Fizz! Bang! Off it goes. 
She ties on her bonnet with joy. 
A knock—** Call?” And before she knows 
It, there stands a messenger-boy, 
In his uniform trim, 
With a grin upon him, 
For the boys are not usually coy. 
He opens the door like a buttoned page, 
Drives Cabby off of the walk, 
Laughs at her fears at a rattling stage, 
And beguiles the journey in talk. 
Though his grammar is bad, 
And his language quite sad, 
There is no doubt he knows cheese frem chalk. 
The girls are lost in a rapturous pile 
Of seal-skin, satin, and lace; 
The wintry moon looks down with a smile, 
The boy has a grin on his face. 
«‘At ten you will come?” 
*¢ For to take you back hum? 
Yes, or another ¢ fel’ will, in my place.” 
And this is the modern knight that fleet 
Runs to damsels bemoaning their fate. 
This trig little knight, though he will beat .. 
And puzzle you out of tariff and rate, 
Is a thing of joy. 
The messenger-boy 
To Childe Merwyn gives odds at this date. 
M. G. H. 
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AN INTERVIEW. 





It is unnecessary to state at length the way 
and manner in which I made the Czar of Rus- 
sia’s acquaintance. Perhaps I am a plenipo- 
tentiary extraordinary; perhaps a New York 
Herald reporter; perhaps a book-agent. Suf- 
fice it to say that one afternoon about 3:45 
o’clock I was sitting in a private apartment of 
the Winter Palace, awaiting the arrival of Alex- 
ander, by the grace of dynamite Emperor of 
All the Russias. If any more Russias ever come 
into being he will probably be Emperor of 
them also. 

I did not feel exactly comfortable. I ama 
man who loves peace and quiet, and the trifling 
circumstance of a terrific explosion, which had 
blown in two windows of the room, had per- 
haps affected me more than the importance of 
the event might warrant. At all events, I was 
slightly shaky when the potentate entered and 
grasped my hand. 

“ Hello!’ exclaimed he, after greetings had 
been exchanged, catching sight of the smashed 
casements: “the Nihilists have begun work on 
this side of the house, have they? Singular! 
All last week they were operating on the other 
front.” 

“Is—is this a frequent occurrence, may I 
ask ?”? stammered I. 

“ Oh, don’t mention it, my dear fellow! Such 
little things are unworthy of notice, and you 
will pardon me for saying that it is hardly 
thought good form here to speak of them. I 
have become quite accustomed to such playful 
ebullitions of popular feeling,” said he, lighting 
a long black cigar. 

“ But isn’t it rather an unusual mode of ex- 
pressing disapproval ?” 

“Well, perhaps so. Now, in the United 
States, when the Government isn’t conducted 
to suit you, your press abuses your officials until 
they haven’t a rag of reputation left. That 
would hurt my feelings excessively. Here, my 
subjects relieve themselves by trying to blow 
me up—but they never say anything personal 
against me. On the whole, I prefer their 
method.” 

“ But they sometimes act rather badly, don’t 
they ?” 

At this moment the cigar exploded and the 
Czar’s sacred nose escaped destruction by a 
hair’s breadth. 

“Oh, yes,” he continued, carelessly: “I 
have known them to play the most ungentle- 
manly tricks, I have—that is, I Aad—a spitz- 
dog, of which I was very fond. One day I 
noticed that the animal seemed lazy and un- 


well, I gave him a gentle kick to rouse him, | 


when, if you'll believe it, he exploded before 
my very eyes, and covered everything with 
chien fricassé. ‘Those infernal Nihilists had filled 
the poor little beast full of nitro-glycerine and 
fulminate, so that my kick was all that was 
necessary to touch him off.” 

“ Ungentlemanly, indeed!” I cried, jumping 
a yard off my chair as a glass bomb flew through 
the window and blew up in the cuspidor, mak- 
ing things very unpleasant for a few moments. 

“You feel faint!” said the affable autocrat, 
observing my agitation. He rang for two cock- 
tails, which were brought in by a servant, who 
tasted both before presenting them to us. 

“ This is quite a needful precaution,” went 
on my host, evidently more communicative 
since I had been made one of the family, as it 
were, by my late narrow escape: “ Few days 
pass that some servant does not succumb when 
tasting my food and drink. And,” he added, 
peevishly: “they invariably plunge head first 
into the soup-tureen when they expire, which 
is disagreeable, to say the least.’ Oh, these 
Nihilists are wretches! I thought at one time 
that I could crush them, but I lost hope when 
I learned they had started a newspaper. To 
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«© WHAT ARE YOU THROWING YOUR RUBBISH OVER HERE FOR ?” 
«©’COS WE’RE GOING TO MOVE!” 

“}Yes; BUT WE atn’T!” 
*‘ WELL, THEN, YOU WON’T HAVE TO MOVE THEM!” 








do this requires such recklessness and disregard | 
of the future that I am certain these villains are | 
now capable of anything.” 

“But Your Majesty has given orders for a | 
magnificent coronation. I understand your in- | 
tention is to spread a repast on a most mag- | 
nificent scale, in order that every one of your | 
faithful subjects present may eat and be filled.” | 

The Czar smiled for the first time during the 
interview, and did not even jump when the air- | 
tight stove exploded with a frightful noise. 

“Ah, ha!” he chuckled: “ This is a defensive | 
measure—a sufficient one, let us hope. Did | 
you notice what viands will be furnished? A 
whole pie, hot tea, gingerbread and raisins! 
Every man who partakes will immediately have 
the stomach-ache—perchance fits. My ene- 
mies will be among them. Can a colicky man 
unerringly aim a bomb? Can an indigestion- 
smitten revolutionist successfully wield a dag- 
ger? Can a—”’ 

At this moment an officer entered hurriedly 
to announce that the Nihilists had lit a three- 
minute slow-match communicating with a mine 
directly under the room in which we were sit- 
ting. 

One minute-and-a-half had been consumed 
in bringing the intelligence. Would not the 
Little Father prefer to be elsewhere at the end 
of the three minutes ? ‘ 

I do not know what His Majesty of All the 
Russias answered. His Majesty Myself resolved 
to leave— 

And did. M. P. 








AUGUSTUS AND THE WILLIAM GOAT. 


Augustus Prim went out to swim, 
And, following tradition, 

He hung his clothes on a hickory limb, 
Devoid of all suspicion. 

A William Goat soon came that way, 
And, following tradition, 

He wickedly chewed up those clothes, 
Devoid of all contrition. 


Augustus Prim came from his swim, 
Devoid of all suspicion; 
But, when he saw the empty limb, 
Fled like an apparition. 
Git. ForDE. 








| Yellow, yellow leaves! 





SIGNS OF SPRING. 





In the spring along the gutter 
Doth the German tooter toot; 

In the spring the solemn stove-pipe 
Fills your ears and neck with soot. 


In the spring the dainty primrose 
Blows serenely in the glen; 

In the spring the golden ducklet 
Goes to sleep beneath the hen. 


In the spring in every tree-top 
Chirps the busy katydid; 

In the spring the wicked urchin 
Shies a brickbat at the kid. 


In the spring the orchards blossom, 
And the farmers dance a jig; 

In the spring the carpet ’s beaten 
For a quarter by the nig. 


In the spring the sunny garden 
Is a sea of flower-scent; 

In the spring the small boy ’s hammered 
As he steals beneath the tent. 


In the spring the nervous piglet 
Jumps about and loudly squeals; 
In the spring a young man’s fancy 
Turns to thoughts of PucK ON WHEELS. 








SONG. 
Yellow, yellow leaves! 
All grown pale with sighing Falling, falling, falling; 
For the sweet days dead, Death is best when hope 
For the sad days dying: There is no recalling: 
Yellow, yellow leaves, Yet, O yellow leaves, 
How this parting grieves! How the parting grieves! 
—Tsa Craig Knox. 
Yellow, yellow dog! 
Weary grown with starving 
For the mutton-chop 
Which the butcher ’s carving, 
Yellow, yellow dog, 
On a sportive jog. 


Yellow, yellow dog! 

Gunning, gunning, gunning 
For the polished bone 

In the ash-box sunning; 
Yet, O yellow dog, 

You ’re not a polywog. 


















































PUCK AT THE PLAY-HOUSE. 





Brooklynites have now the play of ‘* The Planter’s 
Wife ” all to themselves at HAVERLY’S BROOKLYN THEA- 
TRE, whereat Brooklyn rejoices. ‘‘A Russian Honey- 
moon ” has become quite accustomed to its surroundings 
at the MADISON SQUARE THEATRE; but, as it is to keep 
the stage but a short time, it would be as well for those 
who wish to see auxiliaries, retainers, soldiers, ladies-in- 
waiting and peasants just as they look on their native 
Russian stamping-ground to visit the theatre before the 
play is withdrawn. 

We are cultivating the virtue of patience by waiting 
for the production of «* The Princess of Trébizonde,”’ by 
the McCaull Comic Opera Company, at the CAsINo. 
The musical fairy extravaganza of ‘‘ Fortunio”’ hops its 
merry life along at the COSMOPOLITAN THEATRE. Mag- 
gie Mitchell, the perennial, is with us once more, at the 
GRAND OPERA Housg, with *‘ Fanchon,”’ «« Lorle”’ and 
*¢ Little Barefoot,” while HAVERLY’s THEATRE has the 
original MADISON SQUARE ‘ Professor’? on its boards. 
This evening and to-morrow Mrs. Langtry appears in 
«¢ An Unequal Match” at the FirTH AVENUE THEATRE, 
the remainder of the week being devoted to ‘* The 
Honeymoon.” The iast has been seen of ‘ The Silver 
King,” for the present, at WALLACK’s THEATRE, ‘‘ The 
Cape Mail and Snowball” taking its place; but there is 
no change at the THEATRE COMIQUE, because the public 
has more than caught on to *¢ The Muddy Day.” 

«¢ The Romany Rye” has cast anchor, for this week, 
at NIBLO’s GARDEN. A somewhat boisterous entertain- 
ment is given at DALY’s THEATRE by Miss Carrie Swain, 
in ** Cad the Tomboy.” This young woman is all that 
the name implies. The young English actress, Miss 
Kate Pattison, whose wardrobe was consumed in the 
Park Theatre fire, will receive a complimentary benefit 
to-morrow afternoon at the FIFTH AVENUE THEATRE. 
The play is ‘«¢ The Cynic,” by Herman Merivale. It is 
highly spoken of by the London papers. Miss Pattison 
will sustain the character of Daisy Brent, supported by 
Miss Measor, Miss Sara Lascelles, and Messrs. Fleckton 
and Buckstone. 





“THE PRINCESS DUDE.’ 


The Mastodon Amateur Star Comiques, encouraged 
by their failure in the ‘* Russian Honeymoon,” reap- 
peared on Wednesday at the MADISON SQUARE THEATRE 
for the benefit of that noble charity—the fund for the 
International Statue-Clog Pedestal. The large and well- 
bred audience had paid well for the privilege of guy- 


ing their dearest friends, and got the worth of their - 


money. 
The first piece was a burlesque of the ‘« Banker’s 





Daughter,” and shrieks of laughter greeted the clever 
imitations of well-known professional actors in Bronson 
Howard’s play. The heroine was played by a well- 
known amateur with emotional and expressive feet, who 
brought down the house by her performance on the pedals 
of pathos. All the mannerisms of Misses Coghlan and 
Jewett were reproduced to the life, and the most melo- 
dramatic episodes treated in the serious and sober man- 
ner which is the secret of true burlesque. 

The performance closed with a dramatization of Dr. 
Dix’s Lenten lectures, called «‘ The Princess Dude ”’—a 
chaotic and touching work. The piece was enlivened 
by the introduction of several song-and-dance artists. 

‘The entire company has been engaged by the manager 
of the Madison Square Theatre—to travel. 








HE WILL SEE US LATER. 

For the next two or three months, Mr. Joseph Keppler 
will telegraph his cartoons to PUCK by the Atlantic cable. 
He has gone from what our E. C, the Wordd calls * our 
midst’ like a beautiful dream, and he is now on the 
ocean, within a few hours’ journey of Europe, and feel- 
ing quite well now, thank you, and able to eat his break- 
fast out of his state-room. With an eye to the fact that 
our chief artist might possibly not care to spoil too large 
a quantity of edibles during the first day or two of his 
trip, the Puck staff with its head—a gold head—the pub- 
lisher, [incidental joke, no charge, ] gave him a little din- 
ner on the eve of his departure, which was laid out to 
satisfy any ordinary mortal for at least half-a-week. It 
has satisfied one man on this staff right up to date, and 
at last accounts he was taking bromide of potassium and 
going into the country for his health. Mr. Keppler will 
return in a few months, to cartoon with refreshed vigor 
and a new lot of crayons. He was ‘‘seen off” by Messrs. 
Beecher, Talmage, Jay Gould, Secor Robeson, and many 
other admirers. 





M. W. H. are initials familiar to all readers of Sun- 
day’s Sun in connection with literary criticism. Messrs. 
Charles Scribner’s Sons have reprinted and published a 
collection of Mr. M. W. Hazeltine’s essays under the 
title of «*Chats about Books.” It comprises those on 
George Eliot, Victor Hugo, Swinburne, Nathaniel Haw- 
thorne and Henry James. Mr. Hazeltine is an acute 
and accomplished critic. 

Messrs. T. B. Peterson & Brothers seem to have a 
patent on Zola. They turn out translations of his books 
apparently faster than he can write them. ‘Au Bon- 
heur des Dames,” called in English «‘ The Shop-Girls 
of Paris,” is the latest issue. It is less improper than 
most of Mr. Zola’s works. 





Answers for the Aurious. 


On articles refused their writer ’s stuck; 
They—and the stamps—are not returned by Puck. 

W. C. B.—No. , 

VIOLET.—Fade! 

HASELTINE.—She has moved. 

H.C. D.—Please see PuCK ON WHEELS. 

ANAX.—We don’t know. Ask the Judependent. 

JACK THE DULLARD.—Please see PUCK ON WHEELS, 
too. 

ANDERSON.—We do not understand your letter. We 
will, however, send it to the District Attorney. Perhaps 
he can make it out. 

P., Boston, Mass.—-Just send us your photograph, will 
you? We want to gaze on the features of the man who 
sends us an elaborate sketch to illustrate the hoary « ex- 
cuse haste and a bad pen.” There would be money in 
exhibiting you around the country. 

BUCKEYE.—You must be an exhibition pugilist—no, 
you can’t be that, even, for ¢hey sign their names. If 
you mean what you say, and can prove it, why don’t you 
come out and let us know what you are and where we 
may find you? Your postal-card should have been dated 
from the Philadelphia Convention, instead of from Mans- 
field, Ohio. 

A READER.—‘‘ How long would it take to roast the 
whole carcass of an ox weighing 1,000 Ibs?” You have 
us there. We don’t know. It takes us about three min- 
utes-and-a-quarter to vitriol an objectionable poet; but 
no ox ever came meandering into this office with a choice 
assortment of sonnets and an epic and a bunch of so- 
ciety verse and two triolets and a rondeau and an acros- 
tic and a gross of epigrams and a bad hat. Oxen are 
respectable. We don’t want to roast them. 





WITH PLEASURE. 


THE First NATIONAL BANK, 
NASHVILLE, Tenn., April 29th, 1883. ; 
To the Editor of Puck—Sir: 
Will you be kind enough to tell me—through your 
paper—what a ‘‘ dude”? is ? 
Yours, W. W. L. 


Gloves of glaring terra-cottah, 
Pointed shoes upon each trottah, 
In his eye a sky-light screwed, 
Faint and just half-hatched moustache: 
«Ba Jove!” « Ba Gad!” and all such trash— 
That ’s a dude. SQuisss. 











een aml 


SPRING—Poor Lo(GAN) ON THE WAR-PATH. 





THE TWO LOGANS. 


te 





The President must crush this Half-Breed faction into submission to party discipline. 
. last crumb. The patronage must be given to Republicans who have earned it by fidelity and service.— Logan, April 17th. 
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WINTER—HE WILL CHANGE His Tone IN 1884, 


Patronage must be taken away to the 
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AR¥—-“WHO CAN RIDE THE MULE?’ 
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rUCE. 





FREEDOM FOR ENGLAND. 





Newport, May 2nd, 1883. 

The great Convention of Englishmen, held 
for the purpose of freeing England from the 
tyranny of Ireland, was organized yesterday, 
and at once proceeded to business. 

A remarkable feature of the affair is that the 
majority of the delegates are not Englishmen, 
but men who sympathize deeply with England 
and her wrongs. Polo, coaching, hunting and 
dude clubs were largely represented. Perfect 
good feeling prevailed, and when the patriotic 
exile, Mr. Jem Mace, took the presidential chair 
the applause was deafening. Ladies waved hand- 
kerchiefs, the band played the revolutionary air, 
“Rule Britannia,” and it was some minutes be- 
fore silence was restored. 

President Mace said: 

“Ladies and gentlemen—You all know what 
we are here for. I wish only that this brilliant 
assemblage could have met in our own dear 
native land, England; but, trampled upon as it 
is by brutal Irish soldiery, such a wish is, of 
course, an impossible dream. I will not har- 
row your feelings by a history of the long and 
continued series of outrages that have been per- 
petrated upon England and Englishmen by the 
Misgovernment of Ireland. For years we have 
agitated and petitioned for deliverance from 
the shackles of the proud and haughty aristo- 
cratic oligarchy of Ireland; but all to no pur- 
pose. The English representatives in the Irish 
Parliament have been coughed down and 
sneered at. A majority of Irishmen have re- 
fused to recognize the rights of Englishmen; so 
there is nothing left for us to do but to strike a 
blow for freedom by organizing in this free 
country to fight our common enemy—Ireland. 
England is literally at the mercy of Ireland. 

“ Evictions on the sacred soil of England by 





selfish and mercenary Irish landlords take place 
daily; and were I to relate the sufferings of our 
kith and kin, the wretched peasantry of Bel- 
gravia and St. James’s, I should not see a dry 
eye in this Convention. What we Englishmen 
want is England for the English. We will al- 
low no Viceroy in a London Castle to rule over 
us. Englishmen must no longer be legislated 
for by Irishmen in Dublin; for, with the ex- 
ception of a handful of English Nationalists 
who have stuck together, the Englishmen in 
the Irish Parliament are nothing more than 
creatures of the Irish Prime Minister, O’ Dono- 
van Rossa. Then, what concessions can we 
expect from the Chief Secretary for England, 
Mr. Parnell, or the Chancellor of the Exchequer, 
Sir Patrick Egan? We have used dynamite; 
but, I am sorry to say, to little purpose. We 
tried to blow up Phoenix Park, Dublin Castle, 
Castle Blarney and Magillicuddy’s Reeks; but 
such has been the watchfulness of the paid myr- 
midons of the Irish Government that our self- 
sacrificing patriots have been thrown, for their 
pains, into Irish loathsome dungeons, or hur- 


riedly tried by renegade English judges, and | 


condemned to execution or lifelong imprison- 
ment. 

“We will now proceed to business with the 
resolution not to cease in our agitation until Eng- 
land is allowed to govern herself, and not sub- 
jected to the tyranny of an Irish oligarchy in 
Dublin.” ; 

After speeches by prize-fighter Charles Mit- 
chell and delegates Mr. Henry James, Mr. Les- 
ter Wallack, Mr. William Henry Hurlburt, Mr. 
Harry Hill, Mrs. Langtry and others, the Con- 
vention adjourned until to-day. 








No rejected articles are e’er sent back; 
Over them his lips Puck’s William-goat doth smack. 








OLD AUNT 


SALLY. 


[Charles A. Dana’s ‘‘ Only Available Candidate” Game.] 
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SET HER UP AGAIN, CHARLEY!” 


A MIXED AFFAIR. 





| The Vanderbilt Ball was a thing of the past, 
| so far as the ball itself was concerned; Lut the 
| papers were full of it, and everybody was talk- 
| ing about it, and even the ministers were preach- 
| ing about it; so what wonder that it was the 
| topic of conversation at the Foggett tea-table 
| that Monday evening? Mr. Foggett sat on 

one side of the little snowy-covered table, and 

Mrs, Foggett sat on the other side, and the 
| baby sat at the end—if a round table can be 
| said to have an end. 

They were eating and drinking very daintily 
| out of very dainty dishes, as young married 
| people are apt to; and the baby, tied with a 

towel into his high-chair, was beating the table 
| with his rattle, and celebrating his own Barme- 
cide feast in the cold immemorial way. 

“‘ Cuthbert, love,’ said Mrs. Foggett: “don’t 
you think—hush, Cubbie, hush! shh! — don’t 
you think it would be nice to celebrate the 
second anniversary of our marriage by a little 
company of some sort? For instance, we might 
invite all our young married friends to come 
and spend the evening with us—a company of 
young married people, exclusively.” 

“ But what would they do with their babies ?”’ 
asked Mr. Foggett, dubiously: “You don’t 
suppose they’d go out for all of four hours, 
both of ’em, do you, and leave their babies all 
alone with the servants? Not much!—eh, Cub- 
bie ?” 

“‘ That’s so,”’ assented Mrs, Foggett, thought- 
fully: “ but look here, Cuthbert! Why couldn’t 
we have it early—five o’clock, say—and invite 
them to bring their babies with them? Would 
n’t that be nice! A real young people’s party, 
with their babies—do let’s have it, Cuthbert!”’ 

“ Well, my dear, we will, if you say so,” re- 
plied Mr. Foggett: ‘ Let’s see—Thursday ’s 
the day, isn’t it? Well, you go to work and 
make out your invitations to-day, and I’ll de- 
liver ’em to-morrow, and see about the refresh- 
ments and things. Is it a bargain?” 

The bargain was made, and on ‘Tuesday 
afternoon Mr. Foggett took a sma!] pasteboard 
box under his arm, and walked briskly about 
town for two hours-and-a-half, delivering some 
forty invitations which read as follows: 

“ Mr. and Mrs, Cuthbert F. Foggett request 
the presence of yourself and husband and baby, 
on the occasion of the second anniversary of 
their marriage, next Thursday eve, at five 
o’clock. Be sure and bring the baby.” 

The cards, of course, were delivered only to 
those young married peopie whom the italicized 
clauses concerned. If it was to be a baby-party 
in idea, why, of course, it wouldn’t do to have 
any couples there unprovided with credentials, 
It would be embarrassing for them. 

The eventful evening came, and Mr. Foggett 
hurried home early from business. He found 
the house in a state of dazzling attractiveness 
and expectation. 

The very statuettes seemed to lean forward 
eagerly on their pedestals, to listen for the hesi- 
tating footstep of the first guest, and the hot- 
house flowers seemed to throb and perspire with 
a sort of hot-blooded fragrance, like a girl when 
she gives her first ball, and waits, all on fire . 
with eagerness, the coming of the gay throng. 
At five o’clock Mr. Foggett and Mrs. Foggett 
and Cubbie were all down in the parlor, dressed 
in holiday costume. 

Cubbie sat up in his high-chair, as usual, and 
sucked his fist and pounded with his rattle as 
unconcernedly as though nothing in the world 
was going to happen. He was mightily tickled 
at the display of flowers, and expressed him- 
self to that effect in a long infantile monologue, 
the burden of which appeared to be the repeti- 
tion of two favorite adjectives, “ goo-goo” and 
“ gur-gur.”” His remarks were also emphasized 
by hasty gestures with his damp fist, and by 
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forcible thumping of his high-chair with the 
rattle. : 

“Oh, dear! here they come!’ exclaimed 
Mrs. Foggett, all in a flutter, looking out at the 
window: “a lot of ’em, all together.’ Sure 
enough, some ten couples were seen marching 
in at the gate and up the walk, each gentleman 
with a baby in his arms. They rang the door- 
bell, and Mrs. Foggett tripped out to let them 
in. Such a merry outcry as arose when the 
door opened and they all trooped in with their 
babies! 

“Come right in this way, gentlemen, please, 
with the babies—ladies up-stairs, first door to 
right.” 

The ladies went rustling and chattering up- 
stairs, and the gentlemen followed Mrs. Foggett 
into the spare-room, where a great wide bed, 
with an immaculate counterpane and no pil- 
lows, had been provided for the reception of 
the infants..: 

‘*Put the babies on the bed,” chirped Mrs. 
Foggett, merrily: “and step just across the hall 
into the other room and lay off your hats and 
overshoes.” 

Now, if it had been a lot of women, do you 
suppose they would unhesitatingly have placed 
those ten similarly-dressed and dangerously in- 
terchangeable infants promiscuously upon one 
bed? I trow not! But when did a man ever 
have any common sense in strictly domestic 
matters, anyway? 
ped to reflect that the infant he carried in his 
arms had not yet reached the age when the 
principle of variation begins to take effect in 
the human species; and poor bewildered, ex- 
cited little Mrs. Foggett, how should she think 
of the consequences which might ensue ?—Cub- 
bie wasn’t there! 

The ten men deposited their ten hopefuls on 
the big bed, in the best of innocent faith, and 
then stepped across the hall to lay aside their 
outer garments and prink up a little for the 
parlor. They finished their toilets, and stood 
conversing in little groups, waiting for the ladies 
to come down-stairs. Meanwhile the babies, 
of course, began to explore the bed, and in the 
course of their perigrinations they, very natur- 
ally, changed positions all around; so that, of 
two babies originally at the foot of the bed, one 
might now be at the head, and the other one 
somewhere near the middle. In due time, also 


—as might have been expected—these youth- | 
ful explorers inconvenienced one another some- | 


what in their wanderings, and it was not long 
before a chorus of doleful wails disturbed the 
perfumed quiet of the house. In rushed the 
fathers, with the same thronging precipitancy 
with which their sex responds to any alarm, 


from a baby’s cry to a fire-signal, and each one | 


caught up the infant which he supposed was his 
own, and proceeded to administer the usual 
masculine dose of comfort—a vigorous tossing 
up and down in the air, and a series of expos- 
tulatory exclamations and whistles: “There! 
there!” ‘ Papa’s boy don’t cry!” “Sh! sh!” 
The infection of grief had, however, spread 
through the entire infantile company, and with 
one accord they lifted up their voices and wept 
vociferously. In the midst of the hubbub, in 
fluttered the mothers. Each one indignantly 
snatched the small bundle of humanity from 


Not one of those men stop- | 


her lord, and hastened to apply the superior 
assuaging power of a woman’s sympathy. but 
suddenly there was consternation. 

“This isn’t my baby!” exclaimed a little 
blonde mother, holding out an unfortunate in- 
fant at arms’ length: “ My baby had a little red 
ribbon and a locket around its neck. Who’s 
got my baby ?” 

If a thunderbolt had fallen into the chimney 
of the Foggett house, there couldn’t have been 
more ado! A baby with a ribbon around its 
neck was finally passed up to the anxious little 
blonde, and the unappropriated child was placed 
upon the bed for general inspection. 

“T don’t know whether this baby is mine or 
not!”? sobbed one poor little lady, fumbling the 
dress of the infant she held: “It’s crying so I 
can’t tell. All babies look alike when they’re 
crying.” 

“T don’t believe I’ve got the right one, 
either,” faltered a girlish little mother, in a 
broken voice: “ you look, Henry, and see.” 

Henry took the infant to the window, looked 
down its throat, (which was about all there was 
to be seen,) pinched its cheek, and then re- 
marked that he’d be blamed if he could tell, but 
he guessed it was all right. Meanwhile, all the 
babies kept up a most doleful hullabaloo, in- 
creased, no doubt, by the confusion and hub- 
bub amongst their parents. Their little red 
faces were all contorted past possible recogni- 
tion, and their little scarlet fists were beating and 
| punching the heads of those who held them, 
and were attempting to identify them, in the 
most exasperating and confusing manner. To 
add to the confusion, Master Cubbie, in the 
other room, must needs contribute somewhat 
to the general hubbub; and finally that young 
gentleman wrought himself up to such a pitch 
of frenzy, and kicked and squirmed so vigor- 
ously, that he upset his frail basket-work tene- 
ment, and “down came high-chair, Cubbie and 
all,’ with a commotion that rose high above 
that of the rest of the company, and drew poor 
little Mrs. Foggett and big bewildered Mr. Fog- 
| gett in haste to his relief. 
| It would be simply impossible to describe 
/ adequately the anguish of these unfortunate 
_ young married people as the mystery deepened 
and the infants continued to masquerade under 
_ the facial contortions of grief. One by one the 
doubting and sobbing mothers placed the in- 
fant in the arms among the “ unidentified ” on 
| the bed, and buried their faces on their hus- 
_ bands’ bosoms. 

New guests, meanwhile, arrived, bearing their 
' passports in their arms, and the confusion was 
| in no wise lessened by their frantic endeavors 
to find out what the matter was. As fast as 
they were apprised, however, it was instructive 
to note how convulsively they clasped their own 
| progeny to their bosoms, and how assiduously 

they strove to pass by the Scylla of impolite- 
_ Ness without approaching the Charybdis of un- 
identified infants! 

Finally, when the tumult became unbearable, 
and everybody present, including the babies, 
seemed to be just trembling upon the verge of 
| insanity, Mr. Foggett mounted a chair and 
cried: 

“Ladies and gentlemen! Ladies and gentle- 
men! As this little post-Vanderbilt ball seems 








, and carry it home. 





to be hardly a success, except in one sense of 
the word, | shall take the liberty of declaring 
you all excused. Let each couple take a baby 
When the babies all calm 


| down, we shall, perhaps, be able to tell to whom 


they belong, and then we will change about, as 
we did with our college diplomas!” 

This little speech was not greeted with ap- 
plause—heaven knows it was no time for that! 
But, what is more to the point, its sentiment 
was immediately adopted. Each gentleman, 
under the tearful direction of his wife, selécted 
one of the assorted infants, and sadly, two by 
two, the anniversary guests took their departure. 
In an incredibly brief space of time, a long pro- 
cession of infantile wails was heard, growing 
fainter and fainter as it passed down the village 
street; and finally the mournful sound died 
away, and left the house to silence and to— 
Cubbie. 

Next day a provisional and secret exchange 
of infants was made, and the day following, 
also, until a measurabie degree of satisfaction 
was attained. Everything was done by all con- 
cerned to keep the matter dark, but, of course, 
it leaked out and became the town’s talk. But 
the worst of it is, that so many young mothers 
should wet their pillows by night, and yearn for 
the days of Solomon! PAUL PASTNOR. 








AN actor contemplating a suit for divorce 
asked a lawyer what the retaining fee would be. 

“One hundred and (fifty dollars,” said the 
disciple of Blackstone. 

“'That’s pretty high-priced, isn’t it ?” 

“Yes; I usually ask but fifty,” 

“But why do you charge me three times as 
much as you charge any other man ?”’ 

“ Because,” returned the astute expounder 
of Coke: “when I undertake 2 divorce case 
for an actor I generally find that he has three 
times as many wives as any other man.—Brook- 
lyn Eagle, 

THERE is something singular about a man’s 
grunting over a box of strawberries at fifty 
cents, smelling of them, and going home with- 
out them, because he does not believe in en- 
couraging high-priced fruit or vegetables, and 
then see him come down-town and pay twenty 
cents for a little piece of a cabbage, made into 
a cigar.—Peck’s Sun, 





CASTORIA. 
Life is restless and oy are fleeting, 
Ch:idren bloom, but they dic in teething; 
Example take from Queen Victoria, 
Children nine all took CASTORIA. 
No sleepless nights from babies crying, 
Like larks they rise in early morning. 





All those who cough are bores to the community and should be forced by 
law to invest 25 cents in Dr. Bull’s Cough Syrup. 


ROSS’S ROYAL BELFAST GINGER ALE. 
Sole Manufactory: Belfast, Ireland. 








It is a paying investment to buy Swayne’s Ointment 
and be cured of an annoying skin disease. 


“PICKINGS FROM PUCK.” 
64 Pages, Puck Size. Over 300 Illustrations. 
Price, Twenty-five Cents. 


NOTICE TO ADVERTISERS. 


To insure prompt attention, Advertisers will please 
hand in their copy for new announcements or alterations 
at least one week ahead of the issue in which they are to 
appear. PUBLISHERS Puck, 



































a 


SR SE - 





Ce eaten cseemeientcereee peters agheeeeeiecs renee 


Se aS aan eee 


























140 


rv. 





FREDERICK 


ROW 


Philadelnhia 
“The GENUINE 


INGER! 


The Only Reliable 


FOR 


CRAMPS 
COLICS. 
1822-1881 



































WV" cheten dee eS ene 


for the Million. 

The largest assortment in the World from the smallest to the largest 
size in Solid Gold, Silver, and Nickel Cases, from $6 to $150—all 
reliable and each fully warranted. Chains, Rings, Lace Pins, Ear- 
rings, Bangle Bracelets, Cuff Buttons, Studs, etc., at prices in reach 
ofall. Also, bargains in Diamonds. , 

An article of Jewelry is the most suitablejgift for a lady or gentle- 
man, and this is the best place to buy it. 


PACHTMANN & MOELICH, 
Price list free. 363 Canal Street, New York. 





name in New Type, atd an ELEGANT 48 page, Gilt 
Bound FLORAL AUTOGRAPH ALBUM, all 
SNOW & CO., Meriden, Conn. 


BS OKER’S BITTERS 


The Oldest and Best of all 
STOMACH BITTERS, 


(TER RR SN AT SS TT LTT TS A TTT, 
40 New and Beautiful CHROMO CARDS, 


for 15cts, 





AND AS FINE A CORDIAL AS EVER MADE, 
To be had in Quarts and Pints. 
L. FUNKE, JR., Sole Manufacturer and Proprietor. 
78 John Street, New York. 
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THE NEW AQUEDUCT. 


An Informal Discussion in the Board of Aldermen. 


ALDERMAN O’SHAUGHNESSY—They say there 
is a dale o’ money in this akweduk. 

ALDERMAN O’GRADY—Phwat is an akweduk, 
anyhow? 

ALDERMAN O’RourRKE—I didn’t know you 
were that ignorant. Sure it’s to bring wather 
to the city. 

ALDERMAN FLynN—Is it annything like buck- 
ets, mebbe? 

ALDERMAN CasEY— Faith! It’s like a long 
beer tunnel, only runnin’ in undther the coun- 
thry for miles or more. 

ALDERMAN O’FLANNIGAN—Phwat do they 
want wid more wather? Phwy don’t they dhraw 
phwat they want out o’ the hydrant ? 

ALDERMAN O’BriEN—To dhrink, ye fool! 

ALDERMAN RaFFeRtTy—Begorra! ’Twill ruin 
our saloons. 

ALDERMAN Rooney—Arrah! It isn’t to drink 
they want it; it’s to wash wid. 

Cuorus—Phwat’s that ? 

ALDERMAN FINNEGAN—Annyhow, they say 
there’s a power 0” boodle in the buildin’ av it; 
so yous needn’t bother about what they’ll do 
wid it. 

ALDERMAN KELLEY—Thrue for you! 
Amerikins is ixpinsive divils. 

ALDERMAN O”'T'ooLE—Indade they are; an’ 
luk at the chake of ’em. Some of ’em sez they 
ought to have our places on the Board of Al- 
dhermin. 

Cuorus—Phwat!! 

ALDERMAN O’DonoHUE— ‘Tare an’ ouns! 
Amerikins among us! Phwat right have they 
here? Don’t we let ’em vote and pay taxes? 
They’ll be takin’ the bread out of our mouths 
next! 

ALDERMAN MurpHy—Have no fear. They 
must vote the way the bosses say, or not at all; 
an’ sure the bosses don’t want any wather- 
drinkin’ Yankees as Aldhermin. Av they won’t 
dhrink at our bars, bedad, they must pay 
roundly for the next wather they’ll get. 

Cuorus—Thrue for you! Whose trate is it? 

(Exeunt.)—Life. 


Ice or cold water may be drunk freely and is made perfectly 
harmless, much more palatable and refreshing by adding a little 
of that great reviver and curative, Hop Bitters, to each draught. 


These 








The perverse disposition of a bad fitting shirt is often manifest 
in a tendency on the part of the bosom to crawl up to the collar, 
or break in the attempt, while the body sets like a straight jacket 
and the collar will not set at all. Read the advertisement of C. 
R. Quinby in this issue. 

HIGH LIFE MARRIAGE. 


Cavalier nice, spirited, will marry a very nice yong girl, havin 
great dowry. Photograph send; *‘ Mari’’ posterest. "aoe 


ARTISTS. 


PIANOS. 
Salesroom: 149—155 E. 14th Street, N. Y. 


PREFERRED BY LEADING 
Send one, two, three or five dollars 
for a retail box, by express, of the best 
Candies in the World, put up in hand- 
some boxes. All strictly pure. Suitable 
for presents. Try it once. 


Address Cc. F. CUNTHER, Confectioner, 
78 Madison St., Chicago. 
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can now grap a fortune. Out. 

tit worth $10 free. Address E. G. 

RIDEOUT & CO., 10 Barclay 8t., N. ¥. 

ase 
UBBER STAMPS. Best made. Immense Catalogue free 
to agents. Tue G. A. Harper Mec. Co., Cleveland, O. 

Illustrated Book. 


THE BIGGEST THING OUT asses 


CO., 1411 Nassau St., N. Y. 


DENTAL OF FICE. 
PHILIPPINE DIEFENSACH-TRUCHSESS. 
162 W. 23rd St., bet. 6th & 7th Aves., N. Y. 


ec RSS RS LAN RE MORONS SPEIER 
How #2 INVESTED brings 830,- 
OO. A fortune within the reach o} 
ALL. Circulars with FoLt information 
sent FREE by addressing 
t CHAS. MEEKIN, Courier-Journal 
Building, Lonisville, Ky. 
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Baltimore, Ma, U, §. A., April 2, 188 3. 


NOTICE 


Humorous Writers. 


$650. 
IN PRIZHS. 


We hereby offer the above amount in cash, for original 
contributions to our St. Facobs Oil Family Calendar 
1884-85 and Book of Health and Humor for the Mil- 
lion. The conditions upon which this offer is based, and 
which must be strictly adhered to in every particular, by 
all competitors, in order to secure consideration, are as 
follows: 

All contributions must be in English, strictly original 
and thoroughly humorous within the easy comprehension 
of the million, pure in tone and free from everything that 
may give offence to any religious creed, denomination, 
party, sect, trade or profession, and also entirely free 
from any advertising feature. 

The subjects, except those for which the first and sixth 
prizes are offered, are to be selected by the writers, and 
none of the articles, except these two, are to exceed in 
length a column of printed matter (set in Brevier type) 
21¢ inches wide and 14 inches long, (the sketches for 
which the first and sixth prizes are offered, to be not 
more than 24 inches in length, nor less than 18 inches.) 

Manuscript copy must be legibly written (on one side 
of paper only) and accompanied by the full and correct 
name and address of the writer, and forwarded to the 
‘‘ Editor of the St. Jacobs Oil Family Calendar, care of 
The Charles A. Vogeler Company, Baltimore, Mary- 
land,” before July 1, 1883. It is distinctly understood, 
that manuscripts declined will not be returned, but should 
any use in the future be made of any of the rejected arti- 
cles by the undersigned, due remuneration will be made 
to the authors thereof. 

As a further guide to contributors, it may be stated, 
that the forthcoming issue of the St. Jacobs Oil Family 
Calendar, will resemble in style and contents the same 
Calendar for 1883-4, specimen copies of which may be 
had free by addressing our Supply Department, and en- 
closing a three-cent postage stamp. 

The awards will be made not later than November 35, 
1883, by a committee of journalists to be selected by The 
Charles A. Vogeler Company, who will be announced 
at the time of the awards. 

Parties intending their contributions to be headed by 
an illustration, will please indicate what their ideas arc 
in that direction. 

We offer cash prizes as follows: 


$150. For the best humorous sketch subject—*‘ Mothcr- 
in-law.” 
$100, For best humorous article on any other subject. 
$50. For next best humorous article on any other sub- 
ject. 
$100, For the best humorous poem. 
$50, For the next best humorous poem. 
$100, For the best humorous sketch of * Califoraia 
Pioneer Life of ’49.” 
$50. For the best humorous dialect sketch. 
$50.. For the best humorous dialect poem. 
No contributions can be considered unless the fore- 
going conditions are carefully complied with in every 


particular. 


The CHARLES A. VOGELER CO. 


BALTIMORE, MD., U. S&S. A. 
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ARNOLD, 
CONSTABLE & GO. 


CARPETS. 


A Superior line of Wiltons, Body* Brus- 
sels, Tapestries, and Ingrains, 


At Extremely Low Prices. 
CANTON MATTINGS, 


In entirely new patterns, just opened. 


BROADWAY and 19th St. 
NEW YORK. 





6 SHIRTS FOR $6.00. 


Made of Wamsutta Muslin (the best)» 
with fronts re:nforced, bosoms of fine 
, Irish linen. 3-ply, all seams double 
stitched. No better Shirt can be made. 


A sample and rules for measurement 


t sent by mail for $1.15. State size of 
collar worn. Circular and samples of 
“ale materials sent free. Two fine Cambric 


Coliars and a pair of Cuffs, nicely laun- 
dered, sent for 20c., worth soc., or 6 sets for $1.00, assorted pat- 


CG. R. QUINBY, Custom Dept., 
Pleasantville Station, N. Y. 





six sHIATS 


FOR a6 











Messrs. 

JAMES McCREERY & CO. 
Have transferred from 
their wholesale ware= 
rooms to retail counters 
their reserve stock of 
Black and Colored Satin 
Merveilleux, and Levan- 
tine. 

The qualities formerly 
sold at 1.75 and 2.50 will 
be reduced to 1.25 and 
1.50 respectively. 


JAMES McCREERY & CO. 
Broadway, cor. Lith St. 





NICOLL The Tailor, 


620 BROADWAY, 
And Nos. 139 to 151 Bowery, New York. 


BRANCH Stores IN ALL Principat Cities. 
SPLENDID STOCK OF 
IMPORTED AND DOMESTIC WO@LENS. 


Pants to order ............ $5 to $10 
Suits to order...... . 0 to $40 


Samples and Se-r-MgAsUREMENT chart mailed on application. 





THE NEWER ARITHMETIC. 


A woman placed four pounds of cold meat 
and eight slices of bread before a tramp. At 
the end of twenty minutes how much was left ? 

A man, swearing off on cigars, tobacco and 
beer, saved thirty cents per day for six months, 
How many frog suppers would this give him, at 
eight dollars per supper ? 

If it costs two hundred dollars for a young 
lady to learn painting, and she turns out two 
landscapes worth forty cents apiece, what is the 
net profit ? 

An Indiana girl trapped eighty-three rabbits, 
and sold them for thirteen cents each, What 
was the sum total, and how much did she have 
left after buying her father a ten-dollar over- 
coat ? 

The average woman groans 125 times per 
hour when suffering with tooth-ache, while the 
average man utters thirty-five cuss-words every 
seventy seconds, At the end of three hours, 
how far ahead will the woman be? 

A man in Richmond wound up an eight-day 
clock every night for thirteen straight years. 
How much time, estimating three minutes for 
each wind, could he have put in at hoeing corn 
had he known what sort of a clock he had ? 

A certain shaft makes 645 revolutions per 
minute, and a young man is seized by the coat- 
tails and whirled around for twenty-seven sec- 
onds. How many revolutions does he make? 

Seven different mothers interested in the 
heathen of Africa have twenty-nine children 
between them. Five of the children swear, 
three have been in the work-house, two have 
run away, and the police are after four others. 
What is the remainder, and how much will it 
cost to hire some one to wash their faces and 
patch their clothes ? 

In a certain saloon are seven men. A wo- 
man is seen crossing the street, club in hand, 
and four of the men slip over the back-fence. 
Two-thirds of the remainder are struck five 


‘times apiece by the club, and the other one- 


third is hit three times. How many hits in all, 
including three broken decanters ? 

A man winks his eye an average of 30,000 
times per day, and a woman’s tongue makes 
78,000 motions every twenty-four hours. At 
this rate, how long will it take the man to catch 
up ?—Detrott Free Press. 


RELIABLE TESTIMONY. 





_ PHILADELPHIA, PA., Sept. 6, 1882, 
Hop Bitters Co. 

Iam 74 years old, have lived 34 years in Philadel- 
phia, and well known among Germans. I have been 
troubled 22 years with a white swelling on my right foot, 
and getting worse every year, and very painful, and 
breaking out in hot weather. I consulted several doc- 
tors and they told me it was incurable and I would have 
to take it with me inthe grave. Some time ago I lost 
my appetite, was costive, had headache, and fever, in 
fact was very sick. I saw in the German Democrat that 
Hop Bitters was what I needed. I got a bottle, took it 
one week and was as well again as ever, and to my 
greatest surprise right from the first, my swelling went 
down gradually and I taking another bottle got entirely 
well of it. The wife of my neighbor had two such swell- 
ings on her legs and three bottles cured her. 1! think 
this is a great triumph for your bitters. 

JouN STOLL, 


No. 4 Young’s Alley, above Willow St. 


GENTLEMEN—The ‘Hop Bitters” meet with large 
sales and give general satisfaction, one case in particular 
you should know of. Mr. John B. Green, 728 Spring 
Garden St., Phila., Pa., has been suffering from kidney 
affection, which superinduced rheumatism. He tried 
physicians and remedies in vain. He was obliged to 
take morphine to induce sleep; his trouble was so great. 
Reading your advertisement in the «* Christian at Work,” 
he was prevailed upon by one of his daughters to try it. 
Three bottles effected a cure, and now he is an enthu- 
siast for «* Hop Bitters.” He is one of the oldest resi- 





dents in the locality named; and known as a gentleman 
of unusual probity. HENRY TOTTEN, 
672 North roth St., Philadelphia, Pa. 





STIPPSHILL, IND., Nov. 13, 1881. 
DEAR Sirs—I have read so much about Hop Bitters 
and always being afflicted with neuralgia, weakness, dis- 
eased stomach, never having much health I tried a couple 
bottles; it has strengthened and helped me more than 
any medicine or doctor. I am now on my third bottle 
and am thankful that it has helped me. I will advise 

all that are afflicted to give it a trial. 
Lucy VAIL. 


Beat the World, 
ROCKVILLE, CONN., March 6, 1882. 
Hop Bitters Co. 
I have been taking your Hop Bitters for several weeks, 
and they beat the world. 
L. S. Lewis, Lewis’ axles machine. 


LEETONIA, Pa., April 13, 1882. 
Hop Bitters Co. 

I have not been well for three years, tried almost every 
kind of patent medicines and no less than seven doctors, 
one of Elmira, N. Y., none have done me any good. I 
finally tried your Hop Bitters and found them just the 
thing. I have praised them so highly there is a great 
number here who use them wiih great benefit and satis- 
faction. Very Respectfully Yours, 

R. Hunt. 





OFFICE JELLOWAY Mu. A. ASSOCIATION, 
JeLLoway, O., Mar. 18,"82. 
Hop Bitters Manufacturing Co. 
I have been using your Hop Bitters and find them 
what you recommend them to be for kidney disease, 


(viz., superior to all others.) 
J. L. HILDERBRAND. 


Vertigo, Dizziness and Blindness, 
OFFICE UTICA MORNING HERALD, 
Utica, Feb. 18, 1882. 

I have been troubled with virtigo since last July, and 
have suffered greatly every night after any considerable 
exertion from dizziness and blindness. I tried two bot- 
tles of Hop Bitters, and since then have been entirely 
relieved. Respectfully Yours, 

J. J. FLANIGAN. 


Hop Bitters Co. June 15, 1881. 

I have been suffering five years past with neuralgia, 
liver complaint, dyspepsia and kidney complaint, and I 
have doctored with fourteen different doctors who did 
me no good. At last I tried Hop Bitters, and after using 
a few bottles I received a great benefit from them, and 
if I had used Hop Bitters regularly I would have been 
well before. I know them to be the best medicine in 
the world for nervous diseases of all kinds, 

JAMEs Coonts, 


Beelington, Barber County, W. Va. 





Wicked for Clergymen, 


«‘I believe it to be all wrong and even wicked for 
clergymen or other public men to be led into giving tes- 
timonials to quack doctors or patent medicines, but when 
a really meritorious article composed of valuable reme- 
dies known to all, and that all physicians use and trust 
in daily, we should freely commend it. I therefore 
cheerfully and heartily commend Hop Bitters for the 
good they have done me and my friends, firmly believ- 
ing they have no equal for family use. I will not be 
without them. 

Rev. B. R , Washington, D. C. 

A good Baptist clergyman of Bergen, N. Y., a strong 
temperance man, suffered with kidney trouble, neuralgia 
and dizziness almost to blindness, over two years after he 
was advised that Hop Bitters would cure him, because 
he was afraid of and prejudiced against the word ‘ bit- 
ters.” Since his cure he says none need fear but trust 
in Hop Bitters. 


My wife and daughter were made healthy by the use 
of Hop Bitters and I recommend them to my people— 
Methodist Clergyman, Mexico, N. Y. 


I had severe attacks of Gravel and Kidney trouble; 
was unable to get any medicine or doctor to cure me 
until I used Hop Bitters, and they cured me in a short 
time.—A distinguished lawyer and temperance orator of 
Wayne County, N. Y. 
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PUCK. 





DECKER 


BROTHERS’ 
MATCHLESS PIANOS, 
33 UNION SQUARE, N. Y. 


THE ORGUINETTE 








Is THE MOST WONDERFUL MUSIC-PRODUCING IN- 
STRUMENT IN THE WORLD. 


IT PLAYS EVERYTHING—SACRED, SECULAR 
AND POPULAR! 


IT IS A MARVEL OF CHEAPNESS, AND THE KING OF 
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS ! 


Large Pipe Organs, Pianos and: and Reed Or, ee may all be seen 
operating mechanically as Orguirettes, Musical Cabinets, and 
Cabinettos, at the most novel and interesting music warerooms 
in the world. 


No. 831 Broadway, 


Between 12th and 13th Sts. NEW YORK. 


THE MECHANICAL ORGUINETTE Co. 


Sole Manufacturers and Patentees, aap Send for Circular 


THE AUTOPHONE. 


For Grown People and Children, 
THE FINEST AND CHEAPEST AUTOMATIC MUSICAL 
INSTRUMENT EVER OFFERED. 
This Instrument, containing 22 Notes 
(6 more than is contained in any other 
like instrument) is unequalled for dura- 
bility, power and sweetness of tone. 
Larger sizes f r House, Lodge and 
Chapel, contain 32 Notes. 
Send for Circular and Catalogue of 


cai ae Music. 
, MK, Se THE AUTOPHONE C0., 


eee ITHACA, N, Y. 
y CANVASSERS WANTED. 











Willsend ALOOUE,. 
BAND. car. ATALOG 









ROAD ) CART 


No. 4 or Phaeton Cart. 
wee also e+ them with skeleton bodies, just the thing for jog- 
eing trotters or breaking colts, hn 4 No. 3% or Single Park 
Cartis used very Drivers in speed- 
ing on the road or track weighs 100 1bs., and as handsomely 
finished as the finest carriage, 


FIVE STYLES weighing from 90 iy 4 160 Ibs. 

Prices from GSO to SBO. 

«> First-Class in every respect, and everybody likes them: 
Send for Illustrated Price List. 


Bean ty 8 Ce. Ga :F- 


ESTABLISHED 1832, 
K | D N EY: ANT all tp? (oan quick- 


and safely cured wit 
uine, Full directions, 


DOCUTA SANDALWOOD. 
Druggists. 











Cures in seven days. Avoid injurious 
imitations; none but the Docuta gen- 
Price $1. 50; half boxes, 75 cents. All 





WE don’t send any more reporters down to 
brewery openings from this paper, if we know 
it. Last ‘Thursday’s experiment flooded us 
with valuable experience. We engaged a young 
man who recites poems at the temperance meet- 
ings on Sunday evenings, and told him to give 
us a full report of the Fredericksburgh brewery 
by telegraph, if necessary. This is what we 
got: “Calaboose, San José, Thursday evening. 
Your man locked up on three charges of assault 
and battery, drunk and disorderly, resisting the 
police, vulgar language and malicious mischief. 
Signed, Chief of Police.” The next man that 
desires to représent the Mews-Lefler at any con- 
vivial gathering must bring a written certificate 
signed by at least three saloon-keepers, that he 
is a good reliable’ hard-drinker who can stand 
up in front of a bar all night and write a good 
solid article about the depreciation of silver 
afterward. There are plenty of such men to 
be had, but we missed it this time.—S. /. Mews 
Letter. 


A NEw song is being sung in New York, we 
learn from our New York agent, entitled, “ Pull 
up your Suspenders, there’s Fringe on your 
‘Pants.’”? It is said to be popular with all 
classes, though it has not yet appeared in opera, 
except the “ Brakemen’s Opera,” as the variety 
theatres are called. So if our citizens hear per- 
sons warbling the new song, they need not take 
it as personal and look down at the bottom of 
their “ pants’’ to see if there is fringe there.— 
Pecks Sun, 


ONE must get up early to beat a carpet.— 
NV. O. Picayune. 


COLUMBIA BICYCLES. 
Thousands in daily use by doctors, lawyers 
ministers, editors, merchants, &c., &c. Send 
* stamp for elegantly illustrated 36-page cata- 
ogue to 
THE POPE MFG, CO., 


9 575 Washington St., Boston, Mass. 
New York RipinG-ScuHoo t, 214 E. 34th St. 











1883 MODEL WORKING 1883 


TOY ENGINES AND FIGURES. 


We send Engine, Figures, Pulleys, Belt, etc., all complete as per 
cut, and in working order, by mail for $1.50. Our complete Cata- 
logue, 196 large pages, 4,000 illustrations, by mail, 25 cents. 


PECK & SNYDER, 
Nos. 126, 128 & 180 Nassau Street, New York. 





THE MOST 
Extensive Manufacturers of Billiard Yables in the World 





The J. M. Brunswick & Balke Co., 
No. 724 BROADWAY. 
NEWEST AND MOST ELEGANT STYLES. 

The unequalled ‘Monarch’ Cushions which we warrant for 10 years. 
Billiard Materials, Cloth, Balls, Cues, &c,, 
OF OUR OWN MANUFACTURE AND IMPORTATION. 

THE J. M. BRUNSWICK & BALKE CO., 
Cincinnati, Chicago, St. Louis and 
NEW YORK, 





*All ladies who may be troubled with nervous 
prostration; who suffer from organic displacement; 
who have a sense of weariness and a feeling of las- 
situde; who are languid in the morning: in whom 
the appetite for food is capricious and sleep at 
proper hours uncertain, should have recourse to 
Mrs. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound. 


he most efficacious stimulants to excite the appetite are An- 
gostura Bitters, prepared by Doctor J. G. B. Siegert & Sons. 

eware of counterfeits, Ask your grocer or druggist for the gea- 
uine article, 


ENOCH MORGAN’sS SONS’ 


SAPOLI1IO 


is a substitute for Soap for all House- 
hold purposes, except washing clothes. 


SAPOLIO 


for Cleaning your House this Spring 
will save the labor of one cleaner. 


SAPOLI!IO 


will not injure or discolor Paint, but 
restores color and brightness. Try it. 


SAPOLIO 


Cleans Windows without water, and 
saves the trouble of removing curtains 
and carpets. 


SAPOLIO 


brightens Knives at the same time they 
ere washed, saving time and labor. 
se it. 


SAPOLIO 


Cleans Bath Tubs, Tables, Floors, &c., 
quicker and better than soap. Tryi iton, 


SAPOLI!IO 


Polishes Tin, Brass, Copper and all 
Metal Wares, rendering them as bright 
as new. 


SAPOLIO 


for Washing Dishes and Glassware is 
invaluable, Cheaper than Soap. 


SAPOLI!O 


removes Stains from Marble Mantels, 
Tables and Statuary, from Hardfin- 
ished Walls, and from China and Porce- 
lain. ro cents. 


SAPOLIO 


removes Stains and Grease from Car- 
pets and other woven fabrics, 






































Price, 10 Cents per Cote —Send for our Card about the Terra 
Cotta Statuette ‘“‘ Ange Dechu. 
NOCH MORGAN'S SONS CO., New Yorx. 





DECKER S 


POOL and BILLIARD TABLES, 


with Patent Corded Edge Cushions, warranted superior 
to all others, and sold at low prices and on easy terms, 
Good second-hand tables always on hand. 


WAREROOMS, 722 BROADWAY, NEW YORE, 








Ba 
mas 
iF 


LMS 





AMERICAN STANDARD 


BILLIARD AND POOL TABLES, 


New and Second-hand, at Low prices and on easy terms. 


Warerooms: 900 BROADWAY, Corner 20th Street, N. Y. 


Billiard and Pool Balls, 
CHECKS, 
MARTINGALE RINGS, 
BRUSHES, 
MIRRORS and COMBS, 
AT THE 
WELLING 
COMP. IVORY MFG. Co. 


251 Centre St. 
Send for the Jumbo Catalogue. 


280 Fine Pictures by 


gt on receipt of '75 cen‘s, 











SCRAP PICTURES. 


stamps. WHITING, 50 Nassau St., 
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**Towe my 
Restoration 
to Tealth 
and Peauty 
to the 

CUTICURA 
+ Bp) REMEDIES.” 


Testimonial of a Bos- 
ton lady. 





D'SFIGURING Humors, Humiliating Eruptions, Itching Tor- 
tures, Scrofula, Salt Rheum, and Infantile Humors cured by 


the CutricuraA REMEDIES. 

Cuticura REsotvent, the new blood purifier, cleanses the 
blood and perspiration of impurities and poisonous elements, and 
thus removes the cause. 

CuticurA, the great Skin Cure, instantly allays Itching and 
Inflammation, clears the Skin and Scalp, heals Ulcers and Sores, 
and restores the Hair. 

Cuticura Soap, an exquisite Skin Beautifier and Toilet Requi- 
site, prepared from Cuticura, is indispensable in treating Skin 
Diseases, Baby Humors, Skin Blemishes, Sunburn, and Greasy 


Skin. 
Cuticura Remeontes are absolutely pure, and the only infallible 


Blood Purifiers and Skin Beautifiers, 
Sold everywhere. Price, Cuticura, 50 cents; Soap, 25 cents; 
Resolvent, $1. PotTeR DruG ANp CHEMICAL Co., Boston, Mass, 


RIBBONS 


8-Inch Failletine All Silk Sash Ribbons, 


os Cents. 
9-Inch Brocaded All Silk Sash Ribbons, 


SoS Cents. 


DUNCAN A. GRANT, 


28 W. 23rd and 19 W. 22nd Street. 








R@> Samples by mail, if this paper is mentioned. 





Flex ple 
372 BROADWAY. ee 


$10.00 REWARD 
Will be paid for any corset in which the Coraline breaks 
with six months’ ordinary wear. 

Price by mail, W. B. (French coutil), $2.50; Abdom- 
inal, $2.00; Health or Nursing, $1.50; Coraline, $1.00; 
Flexible Hip, $1 .00; Misses’, $1.00. 

For sale by leading Merchants. 

Beware of worthless imitations boned with cord. 


WARNER BRO'S, 372 Broadway, N. Y. 


72 A WEEK. $12 a day at home easily made, Costly outfit free. 
Address, True & Co., Augusta, Maine. 








“ WELL, I declare!”’ exclaimed Mrs. Limber- 
chin to her friend Mrs. Gadabout: “that Mrs, 
Smith is the most ignorant woman I ever saw! 
She doesn’t know anything that’s going on, 
She hadn’t heard of that fuss down to Bling- 
ham’s, nor that young Bliffers was going to 
marry that brazen-faced Parsons gal; she had- 
n’t heard even of the trouble between Carrot- 
son and his wife. Just think of it!” 

‘“‘T know it,’ replied Mrs. Gadabout: “and 
then she is so insipid! She can’t talk about 
anything but books and picters, and art and 
them kind o’ things. For my part, 1 can’t see 
how a woman can bury herself in a book from 
mornin’ to night, and never know a thing of 
what’s goin’ on around her.—Oh, by-the-way, 
did you hear how that Spriggins fellow is carry- 
in’ on?”?’—Boston Transcript, 

WHILE you are in sight of two or more 
houses you are never in the country. A Phila- 
delphia man, who in his travels struck a town 
consisting of a railroad station, a blacksmith 
shop, a cross-roads grocery and half-a-dozen 
dwellings, remarked to an old and hearty-look- 
ing resident that country air seemed to be pro- 
motive of long life. ‘ Yas, you’re right,” 
sponded the native: ‘“ My father lived to be a 
hundred years old, but I don’t hope to reach 
that age by ten years, You see, when I was 
quite a young man I got tired of the country 
and moved here.” — Pda, News. 

Some manufacturer of fishing-tackle has in- 
vented a bait with a luminous arrangement, of 
phosphorus, or something of that kind, to light 
the fish toward the hook. When it gets so a 
fellow has to hold a lantern so a fish can see to 
bite, half the fun of fishing will be gone.— 
Pecks Sun, 

A BOOK just published is entitled “ How to 
Make $500 Yearly Profit with ‘Twelve Hens.” 
We have not read the book, but we suppose the 
author’s recipe is to sell the corn they would 
annually eat and then kill the hens.—P4Aia- 
delphia News, 

GREEN apples will soon be here, but in the 
meantime the small boy can continue playing 
with the toy-pistol.—PAiladelphia Bulletin. 





*,* “Every truth has two sides; look at both be- 
fore committing yourself to either.’’ Kidney-Wort 
challenges the closest scrutiny of its ingredients 
andits grand results. It has nothing to fear from 
truth. 


BAUS PIANOS 


og in use at the Grand Conservatory of Music. Peasy, 
Ss 


Warerooms: 26 W. 23rd St., ae ° 








66 a@ week in your own town. Terms and $4 outfit free. Address 
H. Hauetr & Co., Portland, Maine. 





PRINCIPAL DEPOT OF 


EUROPEAN MINERAL WATERS. 


Apollinaris, Hunyadi, Carlsbad, Ems, Friedrichshall, 
Gieshiibler, Homburg, Kronth al, Kissingen, Marienbad, Piillna. 
Schwalbach, Selters, Taunus, Vichy, Birmensdorf, Ww ilhems 
quelle, and fifty others. 

DEPOT FOR ALLiAMERICAN WATERS. 

Bottlers of RinGLer’s New York, Cincinnati, Toledo and Mil- 
waukee Beer. Agents for 

GEBRUEDER HOEHL, Geisenheim. Rhine Wines. 

TH. LAMARQUE & CO., Bordeaux. Clarets. 

DUBOIS FRERE & CAGNION, Cognac. Brandies. 

P. SCHERER & CO., 
11 Barclay Street, New York. 





Ja Ve2S sas esi 


To any suffering with Catarrh cr Bronchitis who earne 
estly desire relief, I cam furnish a means o: Permanent 
and Positive Cure. A Homo Treatment. No charge for 
consultation by mail. Valuable Treatise Free. Certifl- 
y cates from Doctors, Lawyers, Ministers, Pusiness-men. 
Address Bev. T. P. CHILDS, Troy, Ohio, 


TAPE WORM. 


INFALLIBLY CURED with two spoons of medicine in two or 
three a. ricwacae address with stamp to 
HORN, No. 6 St. Mark’s ee New York. 


















RUNK & UNGER, 


No. 50 PARK PLACE, 


Sole ” ents for 


Ayala-Chateau d Ay 


CHAMPAGNES. 
TAU ot bo. iuedeshe ee 
Bit pron & bo. Co., Bordeaux, Clarets. 
Roullet & Delma, Cognacs, 











THE HAL OF THE SEASON has been introduced by Espenscheid, 


and it is a veritable beauty, exhibiiing the ehuracteristics of elegance or 
design and perfection of finish for which his hats have been for so many 
years celebrated. Select your hats at 118 Nassau Street. 





BITTERS, 


BEWARE OF COUNTERFEITS. 
An excellent appetizing tonic of 

4 exquisite flavor, now used over 
the whole orld, cures Dyspep- 
sia, Diarrhea, Fever and Ague, 
and all disorders of the Digestive 
Organs. A few drops impart a 
delicious flavor to a glass « f cham- 
pagne, and to all srmm: * drinks. 
pe 4 it, but beware of counterfeits. 
your grocer or druggist for 

the a 38 article, manu Wiactured 
ri J. G. B. SIEGERT & 


J. W. WUPPCRMANN, 
(Successor To J. W. HANCOX.) 
Sole Agent for the United States. 
G1 Broadway, N (W YORK. 

































PUREST EXTRACT of MALT in 
existence, an unexcelled remedy for 


I 


TION, and DEBILITY; a thorough 
restorative for ENFEEBLED PER- 
SONS, CONVALESCENTS, 
NURSING MOTHERS, and Chil- 
dren of Delicate Health. 





The most efficacious, delicious, and 


NDIGESTION, MALNUTRI- 


Sold by all druggists and fine gro- 


cers. 25 cents per bottle. [TRADE — MARK..| 





THEISS' § MUSIC HALL AND ALHAMBRA COURT, 


East h Stree 
a4 the foe ny oa Music. 


CONCERT EVERY AFTERNOON AND EVENING, 





All New Enameled Gold and Floral Chromo Cards, name 
on, roc. W. H. CARD WORKS, West Haven, Ct. 





AE ee SSS. X WE used on this Ww yen 
GEO. H. MORRI Ill & 
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; OFFICE OF "PUCK' 23 WARREN ST. NEWYORK. ‘ : MAYER MERKEL & OTTMANN LITH 23-25 VWYARREN ST. ILY. 


| FIRED FROM THE FEAST. 


THE HARPER OF DYNAMITE AND DISCORD NOT WANTED AT THE IRISH BANQUET. 
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